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MncGregor gavo hltn a throo
weoks' furlough, and his first move
was to go UP to Etomaml and Lo
Pas. Colonel Becker and Isobel had
been at those places six weeks be-for- o.

Ho could find no traco of thoir
having stopped nt l'rlnco Albert. He
ran down to Winnipeg nnd spent sev-

eral days In making Inquiries which
proved thchopelossnesBof nny longer
expecting to find Isobol In Cnnadn.

He assured himself that by this
time they were probably In London
and ho made his plans accordingly.
Ills discharge would come to him by

the tenth of August, nnd he would
Immediately set off for England.

Upon his roturn to Prlnco Albert
ho was detailed to a big prairie
stretch of country where thero was
little to do but wait. On the first
day of August he was at Hymers
when the Limited plunged down tho
embankment Into Blind Indian river.
Tho first word of It came over tho
wire trom. Bleak House Station a
little before midnight, while ho and
the agent were playing cribbage,
Pink-cheeke- d little Gunn, agent, op-

erator, and one-thir- d of the total
population of Hymers, had lifted a
peg to make a count when his hand
stopped In mldmlr. and with a gasp-
ing break In his voice ho sprang to
his feet.

Th instrument on the little table
near ihc window was clicking franti-
cally. It was Killlnger, nt Bleak
House, crying out for headquarters,
clear lilies, the light of way. The
Transcontinental engine, tender,
baggage car, two coaches and a
sleeper, had gone to the devil.

Those, In his excitement, were
his first words. From fifty to a

hundred .were dead.. Gunn almost
Bwnre Billingcr's next words to thf
line. It was not on accident! Hu-

man hands had torn up three sec-

tions of rail. The same human hands
had rolled a two-to- boulder In the
right of way. Ho did not know
whether the express car or what
little remained of it had been rob-be- d

or, not.
From midnight until two o'clock

the lines were hot.. A wrecking train
was on Its way from the east, an- -

other from division headquarters to
the west. Ceaselessly headquarters
demanded new Information, and bit
by bit the terrible tragedy was told
oven as the men aiid women in It
died and the few souls from the
prairies around Bleak House Stutlcn
fought to save lives, i i .

Then a now word crept In on tho
wires. It called for Philip Steele at
Hymers. It commanded him In the
name of Inspector MacGregor, of jthe
Royal Mounted, to.reach Bleak House
Station without delay. What he was to
do when he nrrlved at the scent! of
the wreck was left to his own judg-

ment.
The wire from MacGregor aroused

Philip from the stupor of horror
Into which he had fallen. Gunn's girl-

ish face was an white as a sheet.
"I've got a jigger," he said, "and

you can take it. It's forty miles to
Bleak House and you can make it in
three hours. There won't be a train
for sl."

Philip scribbled a few words for
MacGregor and shoved them Into
G unit's nervous hand. While the
operator was sending them off he
rolled a cigarette, lighted It, and
buckled "on his revolver belt." Then
Gunn hurried him through the door
and' they lifted the velocipede on the
track.

"Wire BUllnger I'm coming," call-

ed back Philip as .Gunn started him
off with a running shove.

CHAPTER XVI.
A Lock of Golden Hair.

S the sun was rising in a
burning August glare over
the edge of tho parched
prairie, Philip saw ahead of

him tho nnpalnted board shanty that
was called Bleak House Station, and
a few moments later ho saw n man
run out into the mlddlo of tho track
and stare down at him from under
the shado of his hands. It was BU-

llnger, his English-re- d face as white
as he had left Gunn's, his shirt in
rags, arms bare, and his tremendous
blond mustaches crisped and seared
by fire. Close to tho station, fastened
to posts, were two saddlo-hprsc- A

mjle, beyond these things a thin film
of smoke clouded tlio sky.

.Ab tile jigger stopped Philip jump-
ed from his seat and hold out a
blistered hand.

"I'm Steolo Philip Steele, of tho
Northwest Mounted."

"And I'm Blllnger agont," said
tho other,

Philip noticed that tho hand that
gripped his own was raw and bleed-
ing.

I'l got your word, and I've received
Instructions from tho department to
placo myself at your service.' My

wife la at .the key. I've found thr
trail, and I've got two horses. Bu'
thero Isn't another man who'll loavr
up there for lovo o' God or money
.It'e'Tiorrlblp' twd hours ago you''
'ave honn ihor porVams from where

()
you're standing tho hurt, I mea'ti.
They won't lenvo the wreck not a
man, and I don't blamo 'cm."

A pretty, brown. haired young wo-

man had come to the door and BU-
llnger ran to meet her.

"Good-by,- " ho nrled, taking her for
a moment in his big arms. "Take
caro of the key!"

He turned as quickly to tho horse,
talking as they mounted.

"It was robbery," ho said and
they set off at a cantor, side by sldi.
"There was two hundred thousaifd In
curoucy In tho express car, and lt'o
gone. I found their trail this morn-
ing, going into the North. They're
hitting for what wo call tho Bad
Lands over boyond tho Coyote, twen-
ty miles from hero. I don't suppose
there's any time to lose "

"No," Bald Philip. "How many aro
thero?"

"Four mebby more."
BUllnger started his horse Into a

gallop and Philip purposely held his
mount behind to look at the other
man. The first law of MacGregor'f
teaching was to study men, nnd to
suspect. It was the first law of the
splendid service of which he was a
part and so he looked hnrd nt BU-
llnger. Tho Englishman was hatless.
His sandy 'vlr was cropped short,
and his mtnbtnchcs floated out like
flexible horns from the sides of his
face His shirt was in tntters. In
one place it was ripped clean of tho
shoulder nnd Philip saw a purplish
bruise whore tho. flesh was bare. He
knew these for file mnrks of Billing-
cr's presence at the wreck. Now tho
man was equipped for other business.
A hugo "forty-four-" hung nt his
waist, a short carbine swung at his
saddle-bow- ; and there was some-
thing In the manner of his riding,
in the hunch of his shoulders, nnd
in the vicious sweep of his long
mustaches, that satisfied Philip he
was a man who could use them. Ho
rode up alongside of him with a now
confidence. They were coming to
the top of a knoll; at the summit BU-
llnger stopped and pointed down Into
a hollow a quarter of a mile away.

"It will be a loss of time to go
down there," he sale, "and It will do
no good. See that thing that look3
like a big log in the river? That's
the top of the day coach. It went
In right side up, and the conductor

who wasn't hurt says thero were
twenty people in It. We watched it
settle from the shore, and we couldn't
do a thing while they were dying
in there like so many caged rats!
The other coach burned, and that
heap of stuff you see thero is what's
left of the Pullman and the baggage
car. There's twenty-seve- n dead stret-
ched out along the track, and a good
many hurt. Great Heavens, listen 'to
that!"

He shuddered and Philip shudder,
ed, at the walling sound of grief and
pain that came up to them.

"It'll bo a loss of time to go
down," agreed Philip.

His blood was burning at fever
heat when he raised his eyes from
the scene below to Billingcr's face.
Every fighting fiber in his body was
tingling for action, and at the re-
sponsive glare which he met In

eyes ho thrust his hand halt
over the space thnt sepa-ate- d them.

"We'll get 'em, BUllnger." ho cried.
"By God, we'll get 'em!"

There was something ferocious In
the crush of the other's hand. The
Englishman's teeth gleamed for an
Instant between his seared mustaches
as ho heeled his 'mount into a can-
ter along the back of the ridge. Fivo
minutes later the knoll dipped again
Into the plain and at the foot of It
BUllnger stopped tils horse for a
second and pointed to fresh hoof- -
marks in tho prairie sod. Philip
jumped from his horse and examined
the ground.

"There aro five In tho gang, BU-
llnger," he said shortly. "All of them
were galloping but one."

He looked nip to catch BUllnger
leaning ovor tho pommel of his snd-dl- o

staring at something almost di-

rectly under his horse's feet.
"Whnt's thnt?" ho demanded. "A

handkerchief?"
Philip picked It up a dainty bit of

fine linen, crumplod and" sodden by
dow, nnd held It out between the
forefinger nnd thumb of both hnnds,

"Yes, and a woman's handkorchlef.
Now what tho devil"

Ho stopped nt tho look In Billln-ger- 's

face as he reached down for
tho handkerchief. Tho square jawB

of" tho man wcro sot like steel
springs, but Philip noticed that bis
hand was trembling,

"A woman In tho gang," he laugh-
ed as Philip mounted.

They started out hi a canter,
BUllnger still holding tho bit of
Hnen close under his eyes. Aftor
i little ho pnsHCd It back to PhUlp
who was- - riding closo bcsldo him!

"Something happened laBt night,"
No anld, looking Btralght ahoad of
'ilm, "that I can't understand. I

Mdn't tell my wife. I haven't told
ny pn'o. But I guess you ought to
now, It's lntoresllhgT anyway and

s mafln a wroek of my nerves."

He wiped his raco with a black-one- d

rag which ho drew from his
hip pocket.

"Wo were working hard to get out
tan living, leaving tho dead where
thy wero for a tlmo, and I had
crawled" undor the wreck of tho
sleeper. I waB sure that, I had
heard a cry, and crawled In among
the debris, shoving a lantorn ahead
of me. Ah out whore Berth Number
Ten should have been, tho timbers
had telescoped upward, leaving nn
open spaco four or five feet high.
1 was on my hands and knees, baro.
headed, and my lantern lighted up
things as plain ns day. At first I
saw nothing, nnd was listening again
for tho cry when I felt something
r.oft and light sweeping down over
mo, and I looked up. Heavens "

BUllnger was mopping his face
aagln, leaving streaks of char-blac- k

whore tho perspiration had started.
"Pinned up there In tho mass of

twisted steel and broken wood was
a woman," ho went on. "She was
the most beautiful thing I havo ever
looked upon. Her nrms wero reach-
ing down to mo; her face was turn-
ed a little to ono bide, hut still
looking at mo and all but her face
and pnrt of her arms was smothered
in a mass of red-gol- d hair that fell
down to my shoulders. I could havo
BWorn that sho was alive. Her lips
wero red, and I thought for a mo-
ment that sho was going to speak
to me. I could have Bworn, too,
that thero was color in her face,
but It must have been something

Isobel, Isobel," he

in the lantern light and the red-gol- d

of her hair, for when I spoke,
and then reached up, she was cold."

BUllnger shivered and urged his
horse Into a faster gait.

"I went out and helped with the
Injured then. I guess It must have
been two hours later when 1 re-

turned to talcs out her body. But
the place where I had seen her was
empty. She was gone. At first I

'thought that some of the others had
carried her out, and I looked among
the dead and Injured. She was not
among them. I searched again when
day came, with the same result. No
one has seen her. She has com-

pletely disappeared and with the
exception of my shanty there Isn't
a house within ten miles of hsre
where sho could have been taken.
What do you make of It, Steele?"

Philip had listened with tense In-

terest
"Perhaps you didn't return to the

right place," he suggested. "Her body
may still be in tho wreck."

BUllnger glanced toward him with
a nervous laugh.

"But It was. the right place," he
said. "She had evidently not gone
to bed, and was dressed. When I
returned I found a part of her skirt
in the debris above. A heavy tress
of her hair had caught around a steel
ribbing, and It was cut off! Some
one had been thero during my ab-

sence and had taken the body. I
I'm almost ready to believe that I
was mistaken, and that sho was
alive. I found nothing thero, nothing

that could prove her death.
"Is It possible " began Philip,

holding out the handkerchief.
It was not necessary for him to

finish. BUllnger understood, and
nodded his head.

"That's what I'm thinking," he
said. '"Is It possible? What In God's
name would they want of her, unless

"Unless shp was alive," added
Philip. "Unless one or more of the
scoundrels searching for valuables
In thero during .the excitement, Baw
her and carries her off with their
booty. It's up to us BUllnger!"

BUllnger had reached Inside his
shirt, nnd now ho drew forth a
small papor parcol.

"I don't know why but I kept tho
tress of hair." ho said. "See "

From botween his fingers, as he
turned toward Philip, there streamed
out a long Bllken tress that shone
a mnrvclous gold In tho sun, and In
that same Instant thoro fell from
Philip's lips a cry such as BUllnger
had not heard, oven from tho lips
of tho wounded; and before ho could
recover from his astonishment, ho
had leaned over and snatohed the
golden tress from him, and sat In

.his saddlo staring nt it llko a mad- -'

man.

CHAPTER XVII.
The Girl in the Vreck.

J I shock In tho ono moment
J wlinn If Hnnmnri in lilm nn

QgQjB though no other woman In
tho world could , havo worn that
golden tross of hair but Iaobol,
Philip had stopped his horse, and
hl fnco had gone as whlto as death.

With a tromcndOiiB effort ho recover-
ed himself, and Saw BUllnger staring
at him as though the hot sun had
for an Instant blinded him of rea-

son. But the lock of hair still
rippled and shono before, his eyes.

"You yoiKhavo given mo a shock,"
ho said, straining to keep his voice
even. "I'm glad you had foresight
enough to keep the lock of hair,
BUllnger. At first I Jumped to a
conclusion. But there's only ono
chnnco In a hundred that I'm right.
If I should bo right I know tho
girl. Do you undorstnnd why It
startled mo? Now for the chase,
Blllingor. Lead awny!"

Leaning low over their Raddles
thoy galloped Into tho North. For
a tlmo the trail of the fivo outlaws
was so distinct that they rode at a
speed which lathered their horses.
Then tho short prnlrlo grass, crisp
and sun-drie- gave place to a broad
sweep of wire grass above which
the yellow backs of coyotes were
visible as now and then they bobbed
up In their quick, short leaps to
look over tho top of it. In this
brown sea all trace of the trail was
lost from the saddlo and both men
dismounted. Foot l;y "foot thoy fol-

lowed the faint signs ahead of thCm.
So Blow was their progress that af-

ter a tlmo BUllnger straightened him-

self with a nervous curse.
"Won't do," 'said BUllnger. "It's

ton miles across this .wire dip,, and
wo won't make it until night It we
make It nt nil. I've got an Idea.
You're a better trailer than I am,

'Isobel, moaned.
so you follow this through. I'll ride
on and see if I can pick up the trail
somewhere In the edge of the clean
prairie. What do you say?" ,

"Good!" said Philip. "I believe
you can do It."

BUllnger leaped into his saddle
and was off at a gallop. Philip was
almost eagerly anxious for this op
portunity, and scarcely had the other
gone when he drew the linen han'd- -

kerchief and Uhe crumpled lock of
hair from his pocket and held them
in his hand as he looked after the
agent

Then, slowly, he raised the hand-
kerchief to his face. For a full min-
ute he stood with the dainty fabric
pressed to his lips and nose. Back
there when he had first held the
handkerchief he thought that he
imagined. But now he was sure.
Faintly the bit of soiled fabiic
breathed to him the sweet scent of
hyacinth. His eyes shone In an eager
bloodshot glare as ho watched Bill-ing-

disappear over a roll In the
pralrlo a mile away.

In spite of his efforts to argue the
absurdity of hl3 thoughts, he could
feel that he was trembling In every
nerve of his body. And twice three
times he held the handkerchief to
his face before he reached the rise
in the prairie over which BUllnger
had disappeared. The agent had been
gone an hour when the trail of the
outlaws brought him to the knoll.
From the top of It Philip looked over
the prairie to the North.

A horseman was galloping toward
him. He knew that It was BUllnger,
and stood up In his stirrupa so that
tho other would see him. Half a
mile away tho agent stopped and
Philip could see him signaling fran-
tically with both arms. Five minutes
later Philip rode up to him. Blll-

lnger's horse was half-winde- d, and
in Bllllnger's face there were tense
lines of excitement

"There's some one out on the
prairie," ho called, as Philip reined
In. "I couldn't make out a horse,
but there's a man In tho trail be-
yond the Beoond rldgo. I believe
they've stopped to wnter their horses
and feed a llttlo lake just this side of
the rough country."

BUllnger had loosened his carbine,
nnd was examining the breech. Ho
glanced anxiously at Philip's empty
saddle-strap- s.

"It'll bo long-rang- e shooting, If
they've got guns," he said. "Sorry
I couldn't find a gun for you."

Philip drow ono of his two long,
barreled service revolvers and set
his lips In a grim and reassuring
smllo as ho followed tho bobbing
head of a coyoto some distance away.

"We're not considered proficient In
the corvlco unless wo can mako uso
of thoso things nt two hundred yardB,
BUllnger," ho roplled, replacing tho
weapon In Its holster. "If It's a
running fight I'd rather havo 'em
than a carbine. If it Isn't a running
fight we'll como in closo."

Philip looked at tho npont as they
galloped sido by side through tho,
long grass, and BUllnger looked nt
him. In tho faco of each thoro was
something which gave tho qthor

For tho first tlmo jt Btruck
Philip that his companion was some,
thing more than an operator at Bleak

Hoiiso Station. Ho was a fighter.
Ho was a man of tfco stamp needed
down at Hoadquartors, and ho was
bound to tell him so before this
affair was ovor. '

Ho was thinking
of It when thoy came to tho second
ridge.

,Flvo miles to the north nnd weBt
loomed tho black lino of tho Bad
Lands. To n tenderfoot thoy would
not havo appeared to bo more than
a mllo distant. Midway In the prairie
between thero tolled, a humnh figure.
Even nt that distance Philip and
Blllingor could seo that was mov-
ing, though with a slowacsn that
puzzled them.

For Boveral minutes thoy stood
broathlng thoir horses, their eyes
glued on the subject nhcad of them.
Twlco In a spaco of a hundred yards
It seemed to stumble and fait. The
second tlmo that It rose Philip knew
thnt it was standing motionless. Thon
It disappeared again. He stnrcd un-

til the rolling heat waves of the
blistered prairie stung his eyes. The
object did not rise.

Blinking, he looked at BUllnger,
nnd through tho Bweat and grime of
the other's face ho saw tho question
that was on his own lips. Without
a word they spurred down the slope,
and after a time BUllnger Bwcpt to
tho right and Philip to the loft, each
with his eyes searching the low
prairie grass. The agent saw tho
thing first, still a hundred, yards to
his right Ho waB off his horse
when Philip whirled at his shout
and galloped across to him.

"It's her the girl I found In tho
wreck," ho said.

Something seemed to be choking
him. His neck muscles twitched
and his long, lean fingers wcro dig-

ging into his own flesh.
In an instant Philip was on his

feet. He saw nothing of the girl's
fnce, hidden under a mass of halo
In which the sun burned like golden
fire. He saw nothing but the crum.
pled; lifeless form, smothered under
the shining mass, nnd jet in this
moment lie knew. With a fierce cry
he dropped upon his knees and drew
away the girl's hair until her lovely
fnce lay revealed to him In terrible
pallor and stillness, and as BUllnger
stood there, tense and staring, ho
caught thnt face close to his breast
and began talking to It as though ha
had gone mad.

"Isobel Isobel Isobel " he moan-
ed. "My God, my Isobel"

He had repeated the name a hun-

dred times, when BUllnger, who be-
gan to understand, put his hand on
Philip's shoulder and gave him his
water cantepn.

"S.he'8 notdead, man," he said,
as Philip's red eyes glared up at
him. "Here water."

"My God It's strange," almost
moaned Philip. "BUllnger you un-

derstand she's going to be my wife
if she lives"
That was all of the story he told,

but BUllnger knew what those few
words meant

"She's going to live," he said. "See
there's color coming back into

her t face she's breathing." He
bathed her face in water, and placed
the canteen to her lips.

A moment later Philip bent down
and kissed her. "Isobel my sweet-hea- rt

" he whispered.
"We must hurry with her to the

water hole," said BUllnger, laying
a sympathetic hand on Philip's shoul.
der. "It's the sun. Thank God, no-
thing has happened to her, Steele.
It's the sun this terrible heat "

He almost pulled Philip to his
feet, and when he had mounted BU-

llnger lifted the girl very gently and
gave her to him.

Then, with the agent leading In
the trail of the outlaws, thoy net oft
at a walk through the sickening sun- -
glare for the water hole In the edge
of the Bad Lands.

CHAPTER XVIII.
The .Battle in the Canyon.

m UNCHED over, with IsobeTsn head sheltered against his
breast, Philip rode a dozen
paces behind the agent. It

seemed as if the sun had suddenly
.burst in molten fire upon the back
of his neck, and for a tlmo It made
him dizzy. His bridle rolns hung
loosely over the pommel. Ho made
no effort to guide his horse, which
followed after Bllllnger's.

It was BUllnger who brought him
back to hlmsolf. Tho agent waited
for them, and when he swung over
In one stirrup to look at the girl
It was tho animal ferocity In his
face, and not his words,, that aroused
Philip.

"She's coming to," he said, strain
ing to 'keep the tremble out of his
voice. "I don't .bellevo she's much
hurt You tako this canteen. I'm
going ahead."

Ho gavo Philip the water and lean-e- d

over again to gaze Into the girl's
faco.

"I don't bellevo she's much hurt,".
ho repeated in, a hoarse, dry whisper.
"You can leave her at the water
hole Just boyond that hill off, thero

and then you can follow me."
Philip clutched tho girl tighter to

him as the agent rodo off. Ho saw
tho first faint flush returning Into
hor cheeks, tho reddening of hor
lips, tho gontlo tremor of her silken
lashes, and forgetful of nil else but
hor, ho moaned hor name, cried out
his lovo for hor, again and again,
oven ns her oyos opened' nnd she
Rtnrod un Into the faco of the man
who had come ' to hor first at Lac
Bain, and who had fought for her
there.

For a brcnth or two tho wonder
of this thing that was happening held
nor npoochless nnd still lifeless,
thouugh her senses were adjusting
themselves with lightning swiftness.
At first Philip had not seen her
open eyes, nnd ho believed that sho
did not hoar tho words of lovo ho
whispered in her hair. Whcti ho
raised her fnco a little from his
breast sho was looking nt him with
all the sweet sanity In tho world.

A moment there was silence, a
silence of even the brenth In Philip's
body, tha beating of IiIb heart. His
arms loosened a little. Ho drow him-
self up rigid, nnd the girl lifted
her head a trifle, so that their eyes
met squarely, and a world of ques-
tion nnd understanding passed be-

tween them In an Instant
As swift as morning glow a flush

mounted Into Isobel's face, then
ebbed as Bwlftly, nnd. Philip cried:

"You wore hurt hurt back there
In tho wreck. But you're sato now.
Tho train was wrecked by outlaws.
We came out after them, and I I
found you back thoro on tho pralrlo.
You're safo now."

His arms tightened about her
again.

"You're all right now," ho repeat-
ed gently.

He waB not conscious of the sob-
bing break in his voice, or of the
great, throbbing love that It breathed
to her. Ho tried to speak calmly.

""There's nothing wrong nothing.
The heat made you sick. But you'ra
all' right now"

From beyond tho hill there cama
a sound that made him break off
with a EUdden, qnlck breath. It
was the sharp, stinging report o'f
Bllllnger's carbine! Once, twice,
three times and then thero follow-
ed more distant shots!

"He's come up with them!" ho
cried.

The fury of fight, of desire for
vengeance, blazed anew In his face.
There was pain In the grip of his
arm about the girl.

"Do you feel strong strong enough
to ride fast?" he asked. "There's
only one man with me, and thera
are five of them. It's murder to let
him fight it alone!"

"Yes yes " whispered the girl,
her arms tightening round him.
"Ride fast or put me off. I can
follow"

It was the first time that ho had
heard her voice since that last even-
ing up at Lac Bain, many months
before, and the sound of It thrilled
him.

"Hold tight!" he' breathed.
Like the wind they swept across

the prairie and up the slope of tha
hill. At the top Philip reined In.
Three or four hundred yards distant
lay a thick clump of poplar trees
and a thousand yards beyond that
the first black escarpments of tha
Bad Lands. In the space between a,

horseman was galloping fiercely to
the west It was BUllnger. "With
a quick movement Philip slipped tha
girl to tho ground, and when sha
sprang a step back; looking up at
him In white terror, he had whipped
out one of his big service revolver.

"There's a little lake over thera
among those trees," he said. "Walt
there until I come back!"

lie raced down tho slope not to
cut off the flying horseman but to-
ward the clump of poplars. It waa
BUllnger he was thinking of now.
The agent had fired three shots.
There had followed other shots, not
Bllllnger's and after that his car-
bine had remained silent BUllnger
was among the poplars. He waa
hurt or dead.

A well-wor- n trail, beaten down by
transient rangers, cut through tho
stunted growth of prairie timber, and
without checking h.ls speed Philip
sPe(i along It, only his head and
snouiaers ana nis nig revolver snow-
ing over his horse's ears. A hundred
paces and the timber gave place to a
sandy dip. In the center of which was
the water hUe. The dip was not
more than an acre in extent. Up to
his knees In the hole was Bllllnger's
riderless horse, and a little way up
the sand was BUllnger, doubled over
on his hands and knees bcsldo two
black objects that Philip knew were
men, stretched out like the dead
back at tho wreck. Bllllnger's

faco, pallid and twlsti
ed with pain, looked over them as
Philip galloped across the open and
sprang out of his saddle. With a ter-
rible grimace he raised himself to
his knees, anticipating the question
on Philip's lips.

"Nothing very bad, Steele," he said.
"One of tho cusses pinked mo
through tho leg. and broke It, I
guess. Painful, but not killing. Now
look at that!" '

He nodded to the two 'men lying
with their faces turned up to the hot
glare of tho sun. Ono glance was
enough to toll Philip that thoy were
dead, and tha It was not BUllnger
who had killed them. Their bearded
faces had stlffpncd In the first
agonies of death. Their breasts were
soaked with blood and thoir arms had
been drawn down cIobo to their sides.

As ho looked the gleam of a metal
buckle on the belt-- of tho dead man
nearest him caught Philip's oyo. He
took a step nearer to examine It and
then drow back. This bit of metol
told the story It bore tho letters R.
N. W. M. P.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

An Oklahoma inventor's corn,
planter Is light enough to bo car
rle'd In tho hand, yet will sow tha
grains evenly and cover each with
soil.


